TSS END  OF THE PLAY.
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was odd, but very skillful), who was one of our neighbors. His words were, * He has heart disease and will die early in life.' " 1 On the next day he was taken home by his friend, but did not seem to understand that he was ill.
It must have been very soon after this that Mrs. Shew, finding that \\erprotSg6 was too irresponsible and too romantic to be allowed such freedom with her as he had been accustomed to, broke off the acquaintance. Poe, who was never very sensible of the social realities of life, seems in these last years to have been unable to observe the limits set by the world to even the most genuine and pure devotion in such a case. The consequence which, although ho had foreseen it, must, in his state of health, have been hard to endure, was the sudden and complete cessation of intercourse between the families. In June Mrs. Shew wrote an explanatory letter to him, and he replied as follows, but they never afterwards met on the old terms : —
" Can it be true, Louise, that you have the idea fixed in your mind to desert your unhappy and unfortunate friend and patient ? You did not say so, I know, but for months I have known you were deserting me, not willingly, but none the less surely — my destiny —
'Disaster, following fiisfc mid following faster, till hia song one
burden boro—
Till the dirges of his Hope thnt nidnncboly burden boro —
Of "Never — nevermore."'
1 Ingrnm, il, 156,iswold, xxxviii.able et aolitaire, et surtout le bourdonnement de la cloche d'alarme, ou le son de 1'hor-ologe qui frappoit trauquUlement 1'heure dcoul^e ? " x
